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	1. the good, the happy, and the pleasant

A/N: Enbi helped me so much with this THANK YOU SO MUCH ENBI I LOVE YOU  
>In other news this fic is a real mess. It's significantly more structured than Uchiha (the fic I had up previously) but because this is my first dip into the first person pool for a while and because of the intense absurdity of the idea, this will probs get Weird<p>

* * *

><p><strong>mi rr or,<strong>

**m**

**i**

**r**

**r**

**o**

**r**

**( f ****u ****r ****t h ****e ****r**

**,**

**n ****e ****a r ****e ****r ****)**

_Mirror, mirror, on the wall…_

My name is Uchiha Sasuke, and the fun part is that it isn't.

I guess it kind of is, in the sense that I am Sasuke and he is me, and I really have no grounds to be offended about it—not to say that I _am_ or anything because honestly, being Uchiha Sasuke is like being King Arthur, only you're also a magical super wizard named Merlin, and all in all it's a pretty quality deal. I grew up being by the name and I'll die by it, too, and fully, in general, there's absolutely no point in clinging to the past, so I really ought to just embrace this gift I've been given here.

(If it isn't a gift then it's a curse and then I don't know what I'll do probably die and that's _scary_ so it has to be something good, has to be has to be—)

Sasuke calls me Kagami.

At first he didn't call me anything, and then he called me Sasuke, and then he got confused by the entire Sasuke-me situation, mostly because other people call us Sasuke, and then he was always very confused on who should respond and who should settle, even though I always say _he_ should respond because he is, by all technicality, the _real_ Sasuke, while I'm just here. I thought making this clear to him would give us a real line between Sasuke and Kagami but instead he seems to have accepted not that we're two separate people, but that he isn't just Sasuke. He's deemed himself to be SasukeandKagami, in the singular, one person sense, and I can't really bring myself to try and detangle our thoughts.

"Sasuke," Mikoto (the mother; she's built like a bird, although if you were to quietly examine her life functions, she'll end up seeming much less gentle and significantly less delicate, even if she wants badly to appear not elegant, but motherly-I mean, this is a total failure mostly because Mikoto is too elegant even for herself) calls, and for a second our body just kind of exists. Sasuke kind of gets lazy when it comes to responding to people who aren't me, and, having noticed this, I am taking steps to force him into, ya know, being a real person and stuff. "Sasuke, come here."

_Me or you?_ Sasuke asks me. He's...seven now, I think? Smart kid. Still a kid.

_You_, I agree. He doesn't have much for me except a name and a couple abstract ideas related to me and mostly I have most of the control. I don't really have any interest in relations with his family, though, especially not when I know how _that_ ends, so I try to let him be social and cheerful among the common people. I don't want to leave him emotionally or socially stunted, you know. All the same, I like to take control in moments where it matters, like at school or during conversations with the Uchiha Elders. Sasuke wants his family to be proud of him, and I want them to overlook us entirely. Itachi is already very muchly above us in age and skill and I'd like to leave it that way.

Look. I'm not a genius and Sasuke isn't crazy. I'm just a nineteen year old girl from North Carolina. I can't keep up with this shit.

Then again, I've been living inside Sasuke for a good seven years now, so am I technicality in my twenties? Does a soul have age? If this reincarnation bullshit is true then who the fuck knows how old my soul is by now?

I snort a little, unintentionally ruining Sasuke's weird little seven year old jog towards his momma. I forget sometimes that I am always in control here, like it is always Me who has the ultimate say. I get to control the body before Sasuke does. I'm _stronger_ in this head. Personally, I'm kind of afraid that I've accidentally stunted his growth by appearing and spoiling all of his baby developmental checkpoints. Yeah, Sasuke's pretty smart for a kid, but he's still a _kid_, and me being here can't be healthy for either of us. Like come on, let's be serious. He's a child.

Yeah, yeah, at some point in time he'll end up being all ninja-y and whatever but there's no need to _rush_ that, seriously. If this little baby suddenly got thrown into the ninja forces, he wouldn't last a day, with or without me. He's a _baby_, god.

His internal monologue and stream of consciousness gets pretty annoying in the sense that there's a seven year old boy constantly mumbling nonsense in my face. My face is his face, my brain is his brain, and therefore it's a babysitting job that never ends. I don't even get _paid_.

I mean, maybe I do. I get to live. That counts as something.

"Sasuke, you need to wash up for dinner now, okay?" Mikoto is stern, firm in her parenting, but somehow everything she says comes out soft and open. Sasuke is in love with her on every level possible for a seven year old. Not that I can reasonably blame him or anything—she's his _mom_, and she's not a drunken asshole or any sort. Of course he's in love.

Besides, he loves me more.

I'm not just his stupid mother. I'm _him_, basically.

The thing is that we should be almost exactly the same. I have all of his memories—I've been here literally since his birth. But we aren't, which is the main point of contemplation these days. We're different people with different personalities. Sasuke has the same memories of living as Sasuke as me, but he views events differently from me. We aren't the same person, but we are. He should be basically a copy of me and he kind of is but he also isn't.

It's weird.

Sasuke stares at Mikoto for a while; she doesn't look too disturbed yet, but he's been just looking at her for a good minute. Sasuke misses a lot of social cues, even more so than usual for a seven year old. He ignores most Rules in favor of doing whatever he thinks seems most fun, and since memorizing Mikoto's face and counting each practically non-existent pore is way more fun than washing his hands (_I'm not even hungry,_ he complains to me, and I shush him as best I can, which can actually get pretty tough, because he considers my advice to be his own thoughts and therefore I tend to get lost in the muddle) he could probably do this forever.

I could probably stop him, maybe, if I said the right thing. Which I can't. Kids are so weird, so strange and unresponsive and/or intensely interested by turn. God. I hate kids. I could never handle them before, never knew how to act or what to say. Children will evade me forever. It isn't even that Sasuke's parents heavily indulge him. Most children of the Uchiha are at least vaguely wrong upon birth—I blame the inbreeding—and Sasuke is doing fairly well compared to his cousins. He has perfect scores in the academy, goes to sleep on time, and sometimes he even sounds Intelligent and/or Wise Beyond His Years.

Let's just be honest for a second here. All of the clans are inbred to a certain degree. The Uzumaki, the Hyuuga-don't kid yourself. We all know it's happening. Just like royalty used to marry their siblings to keep the bloodline pure, the clans do the same. There's so much _emphasis_ on names and blood here, and everyone in a clan looks almost scarily uniform. I even have found some vague evidence suggesting Mikoto and Fugaku are cousins.

Which is better than it could be, honestly. Cousins means there's only about a fourth of shared genetic material, which lessens the chance of bad shit happening. Even if most of the big name ninjas from big name clans are inbred, you can't say they weren't smart about it.

Mikoto smiles at me, smile almost vaguely wider than would be considered refined. "Ne, Sasuke, aren't you hungry?"

"What's for dinner?" I_Sasuke_**we** demand of her, childishly and selfishly. That's what you're supposed to do with kids, yeah? Isn't it? You're supposed to just let them do their line, right? "If it isn't anything good, then I won't eat any of it."

"Sasuke-chan, you really should be kinder to Mother," Itachi chides, sliding the door shut behind him. A shiver goes up our spine and I bite our lip harshly to keep us from squeaking in surprise—neither Sasuke nor I had noticed him, and it still deeply unsettles me that Itachi can be so...so damn _sneaky_. I know reasonably that everyone in this town is sneaky as shit, but Mikoto at least makes an effort to be noisy as she goes about her Mommy Business. These people should know better than to be so creepy around a baby.

"If Itachi says so," SasukeandI mumble. Sasuke glares up at the older boy from under his eyelashes, and Itachi just barely raises an eyebrow, the hair pulling up by about half a centimeter. Sasuke looks up at Itachi openly, then, eyes wide and curious. He doesn't see Itachi as disturbing, not the way I do, but as something alien and strange and new. Itachi doesn't act the way we do, and he's even more different to us than Mikoto is, making him one of the most interesting things in our immediate environment.

"Sasuke?" Itachi prompts. He doesn't really look like anything special at first sight, but _damn_, he's sneaky as, as like, a ferret, or something. Because ferrets are Super Cool and his name is Itachi and—dude, why would they even name him that? I get named for some cool ninja who's known in legend and he gets named for being a sneaky ferret? I stifle a laugh as best I can, and Sasuke, without even half as much class as I, begins to snicker loudly. "A ferret, huh?" Itachi says, leaning down towards me. I freeze. These Uchiha, Sasuke included, are always trying to wiggle into my business.

And actually, thinking hard on it, it was pretty dickish to name us Sasuke, too. Itachi's obviously this giant prodigy favored son who has to live up to the legacy of a ferret, and I'm a hot mess with Sarutobi Sasuke hanging over my head.

Ugh. These Uchiha.

_Dammit,_ I hiss into the void of our head. Look, Sasuke's a nice kid and all, but I _still_ don't see why the world had to put me in here with this dumb motherfuck. Like, come on, I'd be better off alone.

"I can hear you," Sasuke says out loud, and Itachi sighs deeply. I physically keep myself from displaying any sort of similar emotion. Sasuke isn't even offended—he thinks of himself not as Sasuke, but as SasukeandKagami, and every thought I have gets assimilated into his own little river of random bull. I don't really know if he knows what half of the things I say mean—he's seven, okay, like how would he understand—but he certainly acts like he does.

Someone snaps their fingers in front of our face. Sasuke blinks at it, unimpressed, and I recoil reflexively, reminding myself that we need to Exist in the present and swallowing quickly as saliva builds under my tongue. Itachi, of course, catches this; he's seen me before, knows that SasukeandKagami are often half asleep only to jerk up with a telltale wetness on their cheek.

Yeah, okay, Sasuke's a drooly kid. What's it to you? He has this thing where he likes to talk to me, usually in a thought stream that _never_ ends, and then we end up having a chat that is basically just us thinking of random shit together for a while, and mostly it's kind of like he sleeps a lot. When we think together, it's like a dream that never ends, like a dream only there's another person sitting in on it, and sometimes it's so great I never want to wake up.

When we dream, it's together. When we sleep, it isn't. Mostly, we sleep a lot, though.

I glance up at Itachi. "You must have drooled at some point in your life," I accuse, defensive. Mikoto gently takes my shoulder, wheeling me away and directing me to the kitchen sink.

"Oh, yes, Itachi drooled _all_ the time as a baby," she tells me conspiratorially, looking back at Itachi like we're sharing secrets and there's an invisible wall keeping him from hearing us. Itachi looks distinctly uncomfortable with it, but, as always, he's indulgent when it comes to me, and forces a sort of smile. He even nods in awkward agreement.

"Um," he says, displaying his genius. One hand goes up to the forehead protector around his neck and he messes with it a little. Itachi and I don't spend much time together, honestly. SasukeandKagami might have perfect test scores and a gorgeous aim and we might spend every night training late, but that doesn't mean we're really on board for the heir position. We don't pretend to understand the politics of it; in fact, I make sure we go out of our way to pretend we know less than nothing about the subject. SasukeandKagami would probably destroy the Uchiha district and then pull the clan apart if we were allowed to. I've made Sasuke into a spare, one that nobody wants to see used, and even if that means Itachi worries less about me, it _also_ means he worries more about himself.

Itachi's constantly busy, constantly training. I don't really get supervised a lot by him. It's more of a personal trainer deal for this gal.

"Are you gonna wash up for dinner, too, Itachi-nii?" Sasuke calls over my shoulder, hands under the running water and Mikoto's hands pushing a bar of soap into mine. I wash our hands while Sasuke examines Itachi's face.

Itachi looks vaguely affronted at the question, but he smiles at Sasuke regardless. "I've already washed my hands," he explains, unintentionally patronizing in the way geniuses always are. This is a game we often play, he and I. I always kind of wonder if he's really smarter than me-I do have years on him, 'ya know, and probably life experience. Sasuke tends to spectate, but recently he's been attempting to chime in.

"Li-ar," Sasuke sings pleasantly, turning off the faucet. He twirls around, utterly and ridiculously inelegant, and I take the opportunity to flick my fingers at Itachi's face, sprinkling him with water. He slowly wipes the drops from his face, looking like I'd injected tar into his blood. Sasuke barks with laughter. "There!" he chirps, triumphant. "Itachi-ni's all clean!"

Itachi sighs indulgently.

This is, by all means, a common occurrence, in the sense that events similar to this happen often. This is a cliché. It is by nature. I know it and the world knows it and there's no need to get uppity about it. Uchiha Sasuke is a sad younger brother who has obvious issues with socialistic connections or contact of any sort between himself and his peers, and he _drools_. I mean, yeah, he only drools in his sleep, but the fact that it happens at all should be alarming. The Uchiha Sasuke I remember was elegant and shiny and then he turned into a cracked, poisoned blade; not rusty, exactly, even if it were dangerous and jagged.

Yeah. We aren't like that.

Uchiha Sasuke looks downright stoned half the time.

But this cliché goes deeper than that, digs itself another pretty little cliché done-again layer. This little boy has a Secret.

That secret's name is, probably, insanity. Rebirth seems pretty impossible by itself even without throwing in assumed fictional places, although that brings up countless theories on just how _many_ universes there are and whether or not this will happen again and, of course, the very nature of this reality and that of the one I once lived in…

I am Sasuke, and Sasuke is me. Kagami—me?—shouldn't exist. We're mental instability come to life, the feeling of offpoint creatures personified. But I guess insanity doesn't often come with such class. These memories, this maturity, this _mind_ and perhaps the comprehension that comes with it? Abnormal, for sure. Insane?

I mean, maybe. SasukeandKagami aren't totally for sure on board the well-adjusted train.

But, still. I watch Itachi's face, watch the sort of this-is-my-little-brother-I-love-him-I-shouldn't-punch-him-in-the-face kind of smile on his face as his eyes turn to uncomfortably unhappy squinting slits. SasukeandKagami can't possibly be any crazier than this guy.

And we all know what kind of psychological trauma he's been through, right?

…

…

…

Every day without pause Mikoto wakes Sasuke up at around six in the morning. He dresses himself in the uniform provided—blue, wide collared shirt with the Uchiha symbol and kind of baggy white vaguely cotton pants, which are sometimes turned into shorts depending on the month, although seriously, somehow it looks totally wrong to see such a little kid look so damn _uniform_ even if it is a uniform and probably better for us considering it leaves a lot of time for thinking about something other than what to wear, like, for example, why we only have one set of clothing multiplied by the dozen—and proceeds to messily shove rice and chicken into his mouth. Then he heads to the academy, which is an eight-hour-day seven-days-a-week process.

And, uh, then he sleeps.

Sasuke likes to do physical tasks during his time in control of the body, mostly at night. I take care of the mental and social interactions, even though I don't particularly care for them. Sasuke generally enjoys talking to other people, but he always forgets that they can't follow his train of thought the way I can (he tends to come off like a spacey little shit, if we're gonna be brutally honest; he's _way_ worse than me).

If there's anything the shinobi world taught us, it's how much stronger the body of a ninja is. The body only need about three hours of sleep to be Ready To Go, but Sasuke gets sleepy pretty often. I pick up the slack.

I open the door to my classroom, examining my classmates with the usual unimpressed stare. Iruka's been my teacher since this academy bullshit started, and I've been told I'll be stuck with this class of kids until graduation—assuming I graduate on time, 'ya know. Failure sets a kid back a year, and therefore back a class.

Ino glances up at me when I walk in, her little girl face lighting up just a tiny bit upon seeing me. Ino's weirdly strong—not even drool can keep her away, or near constant drowsiness, or the constant abrupt talk about stuff she wouldn't get unless she lived in our head. She always comes back. Sakura follows Ino's eyes all the way to me. For a second, she looks young and contemplative, the way most girls are when deciding where their crushes should start.

I mean, I can remember being a girl like Sakura. People are sometimes pretty, or sometimes not, and through the eyes of a girl it sometimes changes or doesn't matter at all. A girl like me can train herself into liking a boy, can tell herself she likes his laugh and his smile and his eyes hard enough that even someone she _hates_ can eventually get up to the, "Eh, I'd do him," level.

I blink and remember abruptly that Sakura's like seven. She probably ain't thinking about doing anyone, much less _me_.

_Ugh, now I'm _thinking _about it_. I hold in a shiver of intense discomfort. _Ewwwww_.

Sakura tilts her head, still staring at me. Ino's been chatting away, mostly unaware, but she's starting to look kind of pissed at Sakura's lack of attention. Slowly, Sakura raises her hand in a wave, a blush floating over her cheeks and her lips pulled upward shyly.

I smile lopsidedly and trip over my own feet.

I look up at Sakura through my eyelashes, my cheeks pushed to the floor and already bruising. Pale, perfect skin is a blessing and a curse. Her face twists in a sort of shocked disdain and some kind of snort fights its way out of her mouth.

_Ha._ I grin into the floor. _Success._

"Sasuke-kun," Iruka says, out of my line of sight and already sounding tired. "Why are you on the floor?"

I roll over onto my back, staring up at the ceiling before dropping my stare to him. "Your aura is always so _sour_, Iruka-sensei," I whine, sitting up and holding back a pout.

Iruka-sensei's eye gives an almost unnoticeable twitch. "Please," he says slowly, "sit down." I open my mouth, seconds away from pointing out the obvious, when he adds, "In your chair, Sasuke."

I crawl to my feet and scramble up to my seat. Sakura gives a barely there giggle when I pass her, and the victory building in my chest is for sure a win.

Okay, you might be wondering why I'm so chill with this.

Look, I just want to make it obvious: If Itachi wants to kill the Uchiha, then sorry, but they gone. There's no way for me to stop that, just like there was never any way for _Sasuke_ to stop that. I might be smarter than your average seven year old, but this body is a child, and that's if you're being generous with your labels. What the hell can I do? Butterfly effect this shit?

Haha. You're funny. No.

It'd be nice if I could magically save the day. But seriously, no.

And, either way, I mean, it's not like the Uchiha are really _my_ family, anyway. Look, I know how mean it sounds, but let's be honest. I'm not trying to be cruel or anything. It's reasonably pleasant to be around Mikoto or Shisui or Itachi or even Fugaku, on certain days. Sasuke and I don't _dislike_ them, or anything.

They just aren't family. You know? When they die, I'll be sad. But it'll be like losing a favored pet cat. Or, in this case, an entire clan of favored pet cats. You're sad, but it isn't the end of the world. That's probably one of the biggest differences between the Sasuke I remember watching on screen and SasukeandKagami.

The Uchiha were his world. They aren't mine.

Emotionally speaking, I don't need them. Physically and otherwise, I'm pretty sure the village will provide.

"Sasuke!" Iruka snaps, finally catching my attention. He motions furiously toward the board and he shocks me so badly Sasuke almost wakes up. I try to mentally sooth him—he's like a cat, like a darling kitten of mine from long ago—and his bristled fur calms. "Are you even listening?" he demands, fuming. I think there's probably nothing that really gets Iruka's goat the way Sasuke and me do. Here's this guy, who zones out in class all the time and is practically always asleep and is constantly saying something intensely obscure, and he gets perfect marks on everything.

I smile. I hope it rubs him the wrong way to see that much of my gums.

"I'm listening," I agree as a knee jerk reaction, flinching away from my own hand, where I'd been resting my face. I wrinkle my nose a little at the dried spit mashed into my cheek. Iruka-sensei looks like he's almost at the breaking point, at the one where he just gives up, declares a fuckall and goes home (Itachi says it happened once. He refuses to specify which teacher). Sasuke usually isn't all that interested in the academy. I take notes for him and stuff like that, even though I probably shouldn't, because the more I do for him the less he does for himself.

But, I mean, we're both the same person, so I'm pretty sure it's fine.

_I'm tired,_ I hear. _Kagami, I'm hungry. _This is usually basic behavior when it comes to Sasuke. He's a baby, honestly, and I _know_ he is, but I didn't sign up to be his momma.

_Shh,_ I hiss. _Go back to sleep._

_Mmkay,_ he says, making a sound like a mewling kitten. I can almost see the yawn and it's fucking adorable. He's adorable, like, constantly, and I try to think of him as like my cat, as my cat who I used to know and love, because it's really hard to be actually fully angry with a kitten. Some kind of abstract feeling comes across me, like an imaginary person was cuddling into my side and nuzzling against me, soft and friendly and warm.

God. Seriously. I would have been _way_ better off without this baggage. Ugh.

I sigh, listening to the familiar buzz of Iruka and trying to keep the blush off my face. Sasuke's like this leech thing, and he's attached himself to me, and I somehow can't even dislike him for it. I yawn and readjust myself. It's probably fair to say this process as a whole would be simpler if I weren't Uchiha Sasuke called Kagami, but, well, let's be honest. Why would I even be attempting to succeed with this crap if it weren't for him?

I huff to myself, doodling aimlessly in the margins of my notebook. I really wish the Uchiha would just die already. All this waiting is making me anxious. Sasuke ruffles up a smidge in the corner of our mind, shifting to awareness a little bit. _Uchiha?_ he asks. _What about the Uchiha?_

In my head the image of Itachi flashes, his eyes red and horrible and Mikoto dead on the floor and—

_Go back to sleep,_ I suggest softly, prodding at him. I can't see the smile so much as I can feel it.

I gnaw on my pencil absently. Being the bigger half gets tiring, you know? I'm Sasuke and he's me, but he's still a baby in terms of everything that matters, and it shows. _Not a baby,_ Sasuke chimes in. I roll my eyes, scoffing.

"Something funny, Sasuke-kun?" Iruka asks, his voice deceptively light. "Would you care to share it with the rest of us?"

"I don't think I can," I tell them, shaking my head in disappointment. "This is more abstract, conceptual, rather than physical." I tilt my head to the side, frowning thoughtfully. "About how many spiritual formations do you see daily?"

Iruka stares at me blankly.

"Hungry ghosts, then?" I offer, voice lazy. I bring my pencil up for a second, intending to blow away the graphite shavings, when I breathe in instead. I sneeze abruptly into the open air in front of me, not bothering to cover my nose, and the boy sitting in front of me flinches as the resulting spray settles on the back of his head. After a pause, he slowly, bravely runs one hand through his hair.

"Iruka-sensei," the boy manages to bite out, twisting sharply in his seat and nailing me with a sharp glare. I wave prettily at him, and, unsurprisingly, he is not amused. "Could I use the bathroom, please?"

I sniffle delicately. "Thank you for being my napkin, peasant," I say, gracious even in the face of the boy's clenching fists.

"You better watch your back, pretty boy," he hisses, turning around in his seat fully. Iruka sighs. "If you weren't a clan brat then you wouldn't get away with half the stuff you pull."

I pause and consider this. "Likely true," I allow.

The only real problem with being Uchiha Sasuke is the Uchiha bit. The Sasuke I can handle; the rest is a gift at its worst. I try not to think about the big horrible future waiting for us. If Sasuke and I ever _do_ get that strong, we'll for sure be strong enough to make some quick cash and hide ourselves away someplace. We don't need or want that kind of pain.

Yeah, okay, maybe that'll make this less interesting. And if I died once, I can for sure do it again, so why the hell don't I just let myself drift into the wind, fucking shit up along the way? Why would I ever be afraid of the crazy amazing super magical battles lining the walls of my future? Why wouldn't I want to throw _lightning_ at someone and get an orb of almost comically destructive _killing power_ thrown back? Who wouldn't want that? You're a ninja now! Yay! Have fun living a life of glory and magic! It's me against the world!

Only it isn't. I'm not an idiot. Sasuke's here, too. Sasuke, the seven year old kid who probably doesn't deserve to live a life of total shit?

So, yeah. Maybe it'll be more _boring_. Why don't I want to run wild in the grass, killing things and laughing mockingly in the face of my pursuers?

Sasuke. That's why. I'm not going to intentionally ruin his life for a quick laugh. What kind of worthless disgusting asshole would I be if I did that? And then I'd have to live with the resulting psychopath in my _head_, too? Fuck no. I love Sasuke, and he loves me, and he _trusts_ me, and I'm not going to set him on a path to death just so I can have a taste of danger. If it were just me, sure!

But it _isn't_.

Iruka-sensei puts one hand on his forehead, looking even more Done with me than previous, and I quietly try to remind myself that paying attention in class is probably a good thing. "Go to the bathroom, Katsurou."

Katsurou growls at me one last time ("One day you'll get yours, Uchiha!") before shooting off to wash his hands and rub the snot from his hair.

"The crown may be gorgeous, but it sure is heavy," I say solemnly. It's true, you know? The Uchiha practically founded this village—pff, the Senju are basically a dead clan _any_way; there's no way in hell Tsunade's ever gonna produce any kind of offspring, like come on, bitch, _please_—and I have a direct line to the clan head. It doesn't matter that KagamiandSasuke is kind of a constantly hungover cotton-head most of the time. Names have power.

Mine has a lot.

You think I plan to throw it all away? And for what? Canon? Adventure?

I think of Sasuke, small and innocent and with all my memories but still so young he can't even comprehend them. No, there's no way I'll do that. I'm not that selfish.

"Just…do your work, Sasuke," Iruka orders halfheartedly. He can't really punish me, not really, and he knows it.

I hide a secret smile behind my hand, giggling like a small, very mean hearted child. Life is great. I have Sasuke, who's a real wonder, and my name, which allows me tons of super cool liberties, and this ninja body, which can run a good six miles without breaking a sweat.

Ohoro, my friends. I'm perfect.

And by god, by fire and by sky, by blood and by pain and by everything else you can even think of, I'm gonna keep it that way. Itachi can do what he wants, and what he doesn't want, too. I ain't gonna make a fuss about things I can't change. At the end of the day, Sasuke and I are staying safe and that's all I care much about. I mean, it isn't like anyone else expected anything other than this from me. Kagami doesn't exist, and Sasuke's a baby. Who else am I supposed to be rooting for?

There ain't no way in hell Sasuke's gonna end up dead. I've been on that train first hand, and let me tell 'ya, it was _not_ a pleasant ride. Sasuke and I are in this for the long haul.

Truly, we are champions. The Uchiha are a tarnished glamour and if I have it my way, I'll never let it go. And I _will_ get my way, you know.

Uchiha like me usually do.

* * *
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"Sasuke, how was school?" Mikoto asks, leaning down and taking his hand.

Sasuke glances briefly at her face. "It was fine," he says, clipped and unintentionally dismissive, and then he returns his attention to the academy building. I've no idea what he's looking for, but whatever it is, it matters to him more than Mikoto does. Mikoto sighs. She turns around, still holding his hand and gently tugging him along by it. Sasuke follows, squinting at the academy building one last time before going on his way.

Here's the thing about Sasuke: He isn't mentally handicapped.

Really, he's not. Maybe that's hard to believe. He just doesn't see much point in talking to people who aren't me, who are outside of us. The outside world holds vague interest, but the people there don't.

I don't think there's anything really _wrong_ with that. He deserves to reject these people, at least for a little while. We all know how his story goes, and although I never finished the series (come on, the quality was slowly deteriorating as time went on and by the fifth moment in which we were reminded that the plot was the same bullshit as always I was _out_) I'm pretty sure it doesn't end super well for Uchiha Sasuke, who was a repeating loop of the same storyline over and over and over again. Hint: This storyline wasn't overly fantastic for any involved parties. By about 2006, it was pretty obvious that the entire Naruto universe was fucked up on a level so intense most people didn't even realize it.

Remember 2006? When we all thought the series was winding down? Yeah, nope.

Doesn't matter. I'm not sorry. He and I end up miserable. We deserve this. We deserve to be children right now, deserve to be happy. It isn't going to last. Why is it so wrong that I indulge him? Our entire family will be dead soon anyway. I don't see any harm.

Or, that's what I thought, anyway. As it turns out, Sasuke's had addictive tendencies from the start and pretty soon I became the only person he really talks to at all. This wouldn't even be a problem if I didn't live inside his head. The world is a forest, okay? It's all trees, waiting to be _chopped down, _and that's the problem. Sasuke just doesn't get it. He doesn't want to explore the forest and he doesn't want to destroy the forest. He has absolutely zero interest in the forest.

It isn't Mikoto's fault she's a tree. If she were in here and I were out there, the roles would be reversed. But she isn't. Sasuke devotes very little time to interacting with peers—they're kind of stupid, if we're being honest; not stupid, exactly, but very far behind by our standards—and the more he chats within the construct of our mind, the less value he puts on the world outside our head.

"Sasuke," I hear, but don't see, because Sasuke is staring hard at the Hokage monument, squinting from the effort, "do you want to do anything today? We could go shopping...or maybe the zoo? You used to love the zoo as a baby."

I do feel bad for Mikoto. She tries so hard to connect with Sasuke, but it just isn't going to happen. He loves her, but he doesn't realize that his time with her is limited. He ignores her often in favor of more pressing things. "I don't want to do anything, Kaa-san."

"Sasuke, look at me," Mikoto insists, one hand clutching his and the other going to his shoulder. She forces him to turn toward her and Sasuke tenses up, half recoiling from her and half trying to tilt his head to look back at the high walls of Konoha. Eye contact to a ninja—to an Uchiha, really—is about pride, and power, and control. Sasuke doesn't really like it when things aren't in our control. "Sasuke, what happened to your face?" Mikoto asks, hand going to my chin and tilting my face upwards. She's still looking directly into our eyes, and she looks surprisingly accusing in the middle of her hope.

Sasuke sucks in a breath and I recoil, wiggling backwards and wanting her off off _off_. KagamiandSasuke hate it when people touch us. The idea of someone in the physical world shoving around our physical body while we, trapped inside this shell, experience real pain is horrifying to us. That's part of the reason Sasuke is constantly trying to train the body. He wants to be able to brush these interactions off, mostly for my benefit. People can hurt us without even thinking; there are people in this world who could kill us by accident.

Okaa-sama is too strong, of course. He can't. She could kill us right now and we'd have no way to save ourselves, and this thought is, of course, terrifying. SasukeandKagami both know what it feels like to die, to be a cold body left alone in the dirt, and we have no intention of ending up that way twice. Not that we have anything to say about it; Mikoto's stronger than we are. She can slaughter us. We can't fight back, not against a trained shinobi of her level.

Honestly, SasukeandKagami will probably only barely be able to defeat a Genin. We're weak. She could kill us right now, and we would have absolutely no say. Sasuke's skin turns white around Mikoto's hand and I can hear our heart beating in our ears as his fear bleeds into my own nervousness. We hate being weak, hate losing control, hate that Mikoto can move our body as though we're a puppet, that, much like a puppet, she could break us in half if she wanted to. Her grip on our arm reminds me of how easy it was—dying, I mean. It would be so easy to just crush us, just brush away our lives, and I _hate_ that.

For just a second, looking at Mikoto's hand and feeling the fragile skin begin to yellow under her grip, I almost think I might hate her.

"Just talk to me," Mikoto pleads, bending down until she's eye level with us. It's amazing how similar Sasuke and Mikoto look, from the eyes to the hair to the jilted half smile pulling at the left corner of Mikoto's mouth. Only the small hints of purple brushing our left cheekbone differentiate us when Mikoto's this close. It's like looking into a mirror, but not exactly, because there's Mikoto but then there's SasukeandKagami and Mikoto will never be me. She does come pretty close, though. What did I tell you about inbreeding? "Sasuke, say anything." She's earnest, kind—honest. Mikoto loves us, loves us the way hormones tell her to love us, and all we have to do to take that love up from the obligatory level is to respond in kind, be earnest and honest with her. All we have to do is treat her like a person, and I'll be totally honest and say it's kinda tough. "I'll listen."

For a second, Sasuke waits for me to say something. _Handle her, please,_ says Sasuke. _She's too close to my_ _face_. He can't properly examine the village when she's this close, and the limited vision is starting to irk him. Guilt builds over me, powdered on my face like thick makeup, as it slowly sinks into my skin.

"Mikoto's face doesn't crumple, not the way you'd imagine, but something in her eyes, some immortal and human flame; it softens, cools. This steel wants to welcome us, wants to welcome SasukeandKagami, but with every second that passes, the metal starts to harden, starts to become cold and stiff. "I have nothing to say," I tell Mikoto as a filler. _Say something,_ I tell Sasuke, and he barely hears me through the layer of shame curling around me and peeling at the edges like old paint. This is the constant battle with him-he's thinking a response, sure, but Mikoto isn't in his head, not like me. She can't hear him and the reminders have to be given over and over and _over_ again, until I just feel guilty and irked and nagged. _Say something out loud,_ I clarify, wanting somehow to convey to him that this is his mother and he should feel something when she looks like she's about to maybe even _cry_ which is ridiculous because I'm pretty sure Uchiha eyes are unable to produce tears. He jerks at the noise, annoyed now with my inability to do this one little thing for him.

It's probably fair of him to be irked. I'm basically a parasite in his body. Shouldn't I be taking care of this shit?

Not that I can really tell how much of the annoyance is mine and how much of it is his. That's a line I'm not capable of defining, if we're being honest.

"Don't you have any questions from school?" Mikoto tries, and I almost laugh at her. Sasuke never has _questions_—

"Sure, I have some questions," Sasuke decides agreeably, eyes shifting to her and his voice demanding. "Where and how was Konoha made?"

I pity her. She's not just Sasuke's momma; she's _mine_, too, and I love her the way children love, the way a child knows love should be and equates it to being totally completely fucking _devoted_, and I know Sasuke matches these feelings to something of equal or maybe even higher value.

Sometimes, I _really_ hate that.

Mikoto blinks. "You know this," she says eventually, her eyes content to stay on our vaguely bruised skin. A brush of confusion lines her forehead. "You learned this in school, remember?"

Sasuke shakes his head firmly, hair going back and forth. "It looks like a bowl. If someone flies over Fire Country, will they see us? Was Konoha created in a crater? Did someone _make_ the crater? Why is the Academy on the down side of a hill? What about earthquakes? Are they common here and if so—" I can almost feel myself bleeding into him, infecting his words with my memories.

(_I remember that when the earthquake hit it felt like my legs were suddenly made of nothing but, but jelly, shaking and tottering like some kind of puddle, and Caitlyn's tiny five year old face got all scrunched up with fear and confusion—_)

"—then why haven't I been around for one? Who's Caitlyn? Where is she? Who are you? Who am I?" Mikoto opens her mouth to respond, and I feel like I'm going to vomit, so SasukeandKagami blurt out, "Am I dead?"

For a second, there's no response.

(_it was dark when I woke up but it wasn't night; the dust hadn't settled and I could feel it infecting my lungs and stinging my eyes_—)

"No," Mikoto says, distant and soft, and her eyes staring a hole in my face, burning at the faintly purple skin. The pale, delicate skin of Sasuke's arm is turning red under Mikoto's grip. Then, very firmly and with little room to argue, Mikoto tells me I'm going to be meeting with someone who can answer all my questions. "Your cousin Shisui will take you within the week," Mikoto explains, sounding weaker somehow as she stands, not quite jerkily but still with an abrupt and dismissive air. She starts the walk to the compound, her hand warm but somehow feeling like stone trapped around mine.

_You should have said something,_ Sasuke grouches at me, the vague feeling of betrayal laced around his words, pulled tight as coiled wire, drawn on as thick as expressions on our face; it's a real a thing as the ink boiling up our blood. He feels miffed, too; he tried to talk to Mikoto and she didn't get it. The only one who will ever understand the words Sasuke vomits is me, and that's only because I watch him cook them up.

_I can't,_ I think. _I can't say anything_. I remember the feeling of blood running hot against my skin, of it drooling thin and scared from my heart to the floor, and it suddenly hits me that Sasuke can remember this, too. He knows it, too; he can see all the shit things I've seen, and Ive taken his beautiful bones and ground them to flour. I can remember wondering what would happen after as I died, can remember wondering distantly if I _were_ dead when I woke up to a face in front of me that was actually my face inches from a mirror. _You're my baby_, I insist. He's mine, okay? And he can't just transform into a cat; I won't allow it.

_I'm not a baby,_ he says, and it's all my fault. Sasuke was never going to be a baby when I was here, poisoning him with my memories, most of which were full of hate and pain and vulgarity. I'm a mess and a total little shit and our thoughts creep over each other, overlapping like layers of dead skin. I said it best myself; he may love Mikoto, but he loves me more. Mikoto's his momma.

I'm more than that.

I wish I could have picked Mikoto. She deserves a kid that's devoted to her, that'll watch her when she's old. See, Itachi's always gonna have too much on his plate for that kind of thing, and I'm just too selfish for it, too much a sun to pay attention to the planets going in circles over my eyes. I'll choose Sasuke every time. It's not unfair and I don't want to be faulted for it because KagamiandSasuke will always be my first choice, same as everyone else. Self preservation is number one in this world.

Look, I can tell there won't ever be anyone in the world who'll ever get it. I mean, Jesus, who would?

Here's the secret: This world is eventually gonna rot, 'til it turns to dust and withers away into nothing as it falls away from under your feet. You can either rot with it, or you can become self sufficient.

I'll try to explain it in simple terms. There's a dream I often have, where I'm some kind of small animal and there are hordes of doctors everywhere, and everyone I know has magically become a racehorse and the doctors keep demanding I bet on them even though I'm a dog and my friends have become servant animals and at the end of it all, when I've sold out my friends and bitten off my collar, zombies proposition me calmly and politely request my flesh.

I wake up. Duh, I wake the fuck up, and it never happened at all. This is the lesson: You will always wake up if you want to badly enough.

That dream has become my life, and I swear to god I'll wake up regretting nothing.

(Not that we have a choice in what happens next, but still. It's best not to have regrets.)

…

…

…

Mikoto has made an appointment with the Yamanaka and it makes me want to _scream_. Shisui is supposed to watch me ("You have nothing better to do—what's so wrong with wasting a few days with your cousin, anyway? Aren't you always begging for a day off?") for a couple days prior to the appointment so we can get "comfortable" with each other or something.

Personally, Sasuke and I suspect foul play.

We're still griping over it after Shisui drops us off at the academy the next day, and our inattentive behavior has become even more aggressive than usual.

_Why is this a bad thing?_ Sasuke asks, curious and little else, while I sit with my head pushed into my forearms. My fingers shake and I push them against my skull, first pulling at his hair and then running my fingers through it anxiously.

"Hush," I murmur, and Sasuke fluffs up in pride and hurt, offended at the lack of faith in his ability to understand the shit I pump out. I don't know why this didn't occur to me. I didn't think we were acting _that_ offkey, but I guess seven years or so of ignoring the outside world might—

_This is why you never should have stopped talking to people,_ Sasuke says, forcibly taking control of one hand and attempting to fix his hair. He holds in a sigh and then just leans his face into his hand. I wrap the other hand around his forearm, rubbing a thumb against our skin and breathing in and breathing out the way normal people do.

We aren't normal. SasukeandKagami are not normal.

"Haruno Sakura?" the substitute teacher asks, and Sakura raises her hand in response. He smiles in approval, nodding, before moving onto the next name, and once again fading into the background. If I weren't so involved in myself, maybe I'd bother wondering where Iruka is.

Jesus Christ. I'm so fucking _stupid_.

I start tapping my index finger against the wood of my desk, chewing harshly on Sasuke's bottom lip.

I should have known people would eventually realize it. Living as KagamiandSasuke is like balancing a spoon on your nose, and proceeding to run a goddamn marathon, in a blizzard, naked, with beer goggles on. The spoon was always going to fall off, and I was always going to end up in this situation; panicked and hating it and feeling the same urge I used to feel, the same _run away run away run away_ voice in my head that always used to echo, that used to burn against me until I thought my head was actually gonna explode from the gravity of it.

I notice abruptly that we aren't breathing. Sasuke's voice is tapered off at the edges, scared and recoiling, and I think, _Breathe, Sasuke. Breathe._

He tries. I try. Our lungs try. Slowly, we succeed.

_It's okay,_ Sasuke manages, my panic bleeding into him, and leaving him weak and small in the sea of it, and I understand the feeling. He can't help me any more than I can help him. _It's okay, it's okay._

I take in one breath and release it. _Breathe. Breathe._ Katsurou flinches as my hot breath licks at the back of his neck. His ears turn just a little bit red, and I try to focus on that, eyes stuck on the back of Katsurou's head, attached to it by invisible steel nails. Sasuke shifts one hand to take mine, tapping finger and all, thumb rubbing circles on my palm. I try to breathe, and when I falter, Sasuke picks up for me; pumping our heart, moving our lungs, blinking our eyes and calmly keeping us going, going, going.

We can last forever in our own bubble, in this meld of Sasuke and me; just two vague, nebulous feelings, mixing together in a swirl as the ideas wiggle and move. It can be hard to tell what of the thoughts are me, what aren't. I sometimes find myself arguing against the conscious thoughts of myself, Sasuke molded against me and completely unsure of what is me and what is him and if it even matters.

We can exist forever like this. The only people in the world.

The thing is? We aren't.

"Uchiha Sasuke?" Iruka's substitute replacement, Haruki Daigo Something-Or-Another calls into the world, politely taking attendance. One of our hands digs small chunks from the wooden desk. The replacement looks around. "Uchiha Sasuke?" he repeats, eyes scanning us for some kind of recognition.

"Bullshit," I hiss, and Sasuke's hand squeezes mine, his ruffled fur pressed warmly against my cold scales. I'm the only Uchiha in this damn room. It's _obvious_. From my uniform to my hair to my skin to-to _Sasuke_, it's obvious; it's almost laughably obvious. "Is this guy blind?" Katsurou shifts in his seat, turning towards me.

"He's foreign," Katsurou says flatly, straight faced. His face is smeared with the expression of adulthood, but his eyes still glitter, shiny with something I don't see in the mirror but can still remember. I'm suddenly furious with him—how dare he _patronize_ me. He's a _child_. "From Suna," Katsurou informs me smartly, looking superior, and I want badly for his mouth to fall off his stupid smug face. "He's probably never seen an Uchiha in his life."

I bristle. The replacement has vaguely noticed the interaction, and SasukeandKagami can feel the eyes burning against our skin. "Shut up," I order, my voice firm even if Sasuke's shakes.

Katsurou's nose wrinkles in our direction. I feel a strange tinge of a sting echoing from Sasuke and infecting me, turning my anger defensive and miffed. "You Uchiha are all the same."

"Then it should be _damn easy_ to recognize us!" I push away from my desk, abrupt and feeling the humid air shift, unsettled by my movement. "Why should I care that this guy didn't do his research before popping into Konoha like he's someone who matters?" Katsurou tenses and then his eyes are nearly level with ours, his hands pressed flat against SasukeandKagami's desk and his face so close we can almost taste his breath. I bare my teeth. "Why should _I_—"

"Not everything," Katsurou grinds out, "is about—"

(_Don't say it don't say it don't say it_)

"—you."

(_a woman's face and a grating laugh; the door slams shut, radio blasting behind it to block out the sound of someone_—)

"Just say you're here," Katsurou enjoins me, _chastising_ me, voice surprisingly low for an eight year old. SasukeandKagami's seven year old pretty boy tones suddenly sound ridiculous and tinny to my ears. Katsurou's face is close to mine, close enough for me to see the specks of dusty brown in his green eyes, see the angry flush to his tan cheeks. _This child_, I think, _is berating me. A fucking kid._

I hate him.

I'll kill him. He isn't allowed to infuriate me like this, isn't allowed to talk to me as though he's somehow _better_. I'm smarter, my name affirmed and my body more effective, all without even trying. He's a _child_, a kid. I lived through nineteen years, went to hell and then cropped back up as a winking face just barely caught in the mirror, and some kid is babbling shit in my face. _I'm a kid,_ Sasuke says. _You're a kid, Kagami._

Pro tip: It's impossible to shut up the voice in your head. Speaking from personal experience.

_Be nice,_ Sasuke admonishes, not exactly offended—I'm not sure if he can really be offended with me, but I am feeling exasperated with myself from the emotion bleed; that's the way we work, okay, we work like two undeveloped photographs that are smushed together and the images are constantly pressed close together and blurry—but Sasuke is slowly growing irked. He reaches a hand up in an attempt to fix our hair. I'm suddenly intensely tempted to ruin it. _You don't know who anyone in here will be in ten_ years, he says, before repeating himself. _Be nice._

_What are you talking about?_ I snap. _Making allies or something? We're Uchiha Sasuke the person, not Uchiha Sasuke the nation._ I don't want to need these people, don't want to care about them and I don't have to; these people are nothing to me. They will never be anything to me.

_It doesn't matter if you like them._ Sasuke tries to take control, a kind of push going at my brain, and I shove back just as fiercely. _The Uchiha name_—our _name, our future_—_shouldn't be smeared. These kids are_—

I roll my eyes. So he's worried about the Uchiha's honor? Got news for 'ya—that ain't gonna be a concern much longer.

_...What?_

Katsurou's still staring at me, expectant and a little bit smug. This kid is—

_You're a kid, Kagami!_ Sasuke reinforces, his voice lined with steel as it bounces around my head. Sasuke and I work on a two way switch system; either I'm parenting him, or he's parenting me. I do so hate knowing how the other side lives.

_I thought you weren't a baby,_ I snark, a sneer on my face. "I'm _not_," Sasuke tells me, abrupt and firm.

The substitute looks extremely lost. "Is Uchiha Sasuke here or not? Katsurou-kun?"

Katsurou snaps his head towards the substitute. When I think about it, they have very similar faces; the same eyes shape, the same nose, the same curve to their mouths. I turn on my heel, jumping directly onto the desk and leaving dusty footprints on the window sill on my way out.

"Your father never said anything like this would happen, Katsurou-kun," I hear, and the image of the both of them—Katsurou and the teacher—side by side appears in Sasuke's head.

Sometimes—not often, okay, because I love Sasuke the way I love my own skin but still, sometimes—I wish I could shut him off.

(Quietly, Sasuke hisses, _Why do you have to act like that all the time?_

He doesn't get it. We don't need those people. He has me.)

…

…

…

Okay, so maybe I don't have much ground to stand on when it comes to Katsurou. I'm a brat.

Fine, I'm a fucking brat.

But that's the difference. I'm an Uchiha brat. I'm a brat who's currently ranked number one in our class. I'm a brat with money and perfect test scores and I'm always best in spars, always at the front of the line when the class goes running.

I might be an asshole, but I'm the best person in this entire classroom. Add the Uchiha name to it?

These people can't do shit.

…

…

…

"Ne, Sasuke-_chan_, I heard you got in trouble at school today," Shisui chirps, leaning down close to me where I'm perched on the corner of the wooden dock, on the very edge, where it raises just slightly. I start walking, Sasuke raising his arms for balance. The Appointment comes tomorrow. For now, there's only Shisui, and us. "You're my precious little baby cousin after all!"

"Not a baby," Sasuke mutters, mutinous, one foot freezing midair as he huffs dismissively in Shisui's direction.

"Come now, Sasuke-chan!" Shisui waves his hands around his head like there's something to be looking at. "You're the future of our wonderful clan!"

"Yeah."

"Your bloodline practically created Konoha, you know! It goes all the way back to Madara!"

"Yeah," Sasuke reiterates, shrugging.

"You're a weird kid, you know that?" Shisui turns his shoulders a little, one eyebrow raised as he examined Sasuke's reaction. Sasuke doesn't see Shisui deserving of any kind of response at all, so I shrug.

"Yeah," I say agreeably, dropping my feet from beneath me and seating myself on the dock, feet hanging down over the water, too short to reach. Sasuke tilts his head up to look at the stars, staring at them like he thinks if he looks hard enough he'll be able to join them. Shisui sits down next to us, toes dipping easily into the water where ours just dangle, helpless and small.

_We won't be helpless like this forever._ Sasuke frowns, already lost in his own argument. This happens sometimes; as soon as a thought is produced, it becomes lost in the flush of KagamiandSasuke and then he doesn't remember which is him and which is me. After a second of contemplation, he continues with, _It isn't like anyone's trying to kill us or something, anyway._

I laugh at that, thinking about all the threats the show tossed at its main characters, and my chest shakes with it so hard Sasuke almost tumbles off into the water. Shisui almost flinches from the sudden noise spilling from my throat. Shisui's different from Mikoto, different from her inherently. I need to examine Shisui, need to study him and scan the brain I can just barely see behind his eyes. Mikoto loves me without effort. Shisui doesn't have the same obligation.

He's a stranger entity than Mikoto. SasukeandKagami watch the very slight tensing of his eyes, watch the strange sort of curve to his face, and we wonder.

"What's so funny?" Shisui's head is tilted marginally to the side in curiosity.

With one hand, Sasuke points up to a star. "That star might be dead right now," we try to explain, speaking like true lost children, the kind that will never find their way home and would much prefer to be lost with company, so even if they're lost they aren't alone. It's a selfish urge, but I was never good at impulse control. Shisui frowns at us, one hand reaching up to itch at his nose and the other feeling it's way up the dock so he can lean backwards on it, and I watch him, somehow looking for the secret behind him.

"So?"

I want to try to explain to him that this is something huge, something that he'll never be able to control; this is something beyond him and beyond me and anything could happen and no one would ever even _know_.

(_a girl dies and guess what? no one gives a shit, if they hear about it at all_)

"By the time their light gets all the way here, they might be gone, and then all we have is an echo." Sasuke smiles. "It might be dead," I say, slowly, "and we won't even know. Every star in the sky could be gone forever tomorrow and we wouldn't know until it was too late." Our eyes shift to Shisui; Sasuke tilts his neck to the side so he can look up at the older boy, facing him. "Isn't that sad?"

Shisui's eyes are a hair width wider than normal, his face about one fourth a shade paler. One corner of his lip pulls up in a sort of smile, revealing white teeth and just a hint of gum. He's all eyes that gleam like a knife held up under the sun, his voice a casual, lackadaisical brush against the ears, a bit more canine tooth than is polite in his smile. Shisui is like that; he's always a secret, always a hint. It's like he's always leading up to something greater, like he's always the woven room divider hiding the dead body but at the same time he's the dead body, too. "You really are an Uchiha after all," he murmurs, reaching out and ruffling our hair. The glare I throw at him is purely instinctual.

Shisui is like a curtain, draping a room in shadow, hiding the illicit exchanges taking place; he's the path to the village, but then, he's also the village.

Shisui is his own secret. It's something we have in common.

"You know, Sasuke-chan, that's the best part about the stars," he advises, sounding laughably sagely. He nods when Sasuke glances dismissively in Shisui's general direction. Sasuke doesn't give any more of a reaction. I'm not surprised. It isn't that Sasuke hides his emotions, it's that he mostly doesn't have them, not to the extent he should. He's disconnected from the world on a level I can't even explain and he sees no need to fake the proper reaction.

Sasuke's like me to a certain extent. I remember when I was little, for the first time, I was a wild girl. I did whatever the hell I wanted with no care at all for anyone who wasn't me. I came _into_ the game giving no shits. People who weren't me didn't matter. I mean, why would they? I ain't got no time to pander to them and I don't put any stock in people who I can't see the inside of.

I was a biter. A _biter_. When cultural standards said no, I followed a deny policy to the max.

Sasuke is similar to me. Not the same.

He has just as slim a grasp on social interaction and probably about as much childish wants but he's...quieter. Subtle. He doesn't attack the things that try to stop him, he just ignores them. If I don't have teeth, then I'll bite with my mouth. Sasuke won't, because he doesn't see any need to bite at all. Why bite something when you'd rather avoid it altogether?

"Don't touch me," Sasuke grumbles, shaking off Shisui's hand uneasily. I comb at his hair for a couple seconds, before deciding it's hopeless and probably unhealthy to be so concerned with the looks of my own person. It isn't my fault SasukeandKagami have such impressive genes.

Shisui laughs. "You should be happy," he informs us. "You aren't even going to school tomorrow."

Because the Yamanaka are such an improvement, aren't they? Sasuke pauses, shaking as he tries to remember who the Yamanaka are. I produce Ino's face for him, and our nose wrinkles in mutual disdain. "Yeah," I draw out, disbelieving.

"You brat," Shisui accuses. "And you get to spend all that time with me! You should be thankful!"

I glance over at him from the corner of my eye, not shifting my head from the stars. "Yeah," Sasuke echoes, tone the same as mine.

Without pause, Shisui reaches out with one hand and shoves us into the lake.

I sputter, feet kicking and my hair hanging around my face. My clothes are heavy, and in the small second of inattention, I've already lost a shoe. Sasuke spits water from our mouth, retching. "No wonder I'm not thankful!" SasukeandKagami shout at his retreating back.

"Find your own way home!" Shisui shouts back.

I tread water for a second, one of my feet significantly heavier than the other. "Dick," I mutter darkly.

"Mnh," Sasuke agrees diplomatically.

"Aren't you a real polished piece of politician," I breathe, reaching uselessly for the dock. It's ridiculously high up, considering; I can't even reach the water from up there. It follows that I can't reach the dock from down here.

That asshole.

I reach another hand up, this time just barely scraping a nail against the wood. _God dammit, come on, just reach a little tiny bit further…_

_Our arms don't reach that far_, Sasuke informs me blandly after a couple of seconds. _This is stupid._

I clench my teeth, biting hard on our tongue, hand just centimeters, actual damn _centimeters_ from the dock, and—

I blink, and, abruptly, realize that another hand has grabbed our wrist. I make a confused noise just before we're pulled up onto the dock (yanked, more like; that fucking hurt).

"Thanks?" SasukeandKagami say, cautious. I rub at my wrist (_Ow, _Sasuke whines out, and I agree completely) gently, examining the skin. Our skin is the absolute worst; now we have a giant bruise on our wrist, both from this experience and the earlier Mikoto trouble, and my cheekbone is still smeared with a shade of purple normally reserved for prunes.

"No problem!" someone responds, unnaturally cheery, and SasukeandKagami look up into his face to see that it's Uzumaki Naruto. He points a finger at himself, nodding proudly. "I could never leave a fellow ninja in training to drown!" Naruto declares, grinning like an idiot.

I'm deeply ashamed that we were rescued by someone like him. _We would have eventually swam to shore and gotten out on our own, right? _I demand of Sasuke. He makes a noncommittal noise. _We would have, right? Right, Sasuke? Right?_

Sasuke shrugs. Luckily, Naruto's closed his eyes to revel in his own enjoyment at being our personal hero, and therefore isn't confused by the gesture.

"I'm Uzumaki Naruto!" Naruto's unintentionally loud. I physically keep myself from recoiling. "What's your name?"

I shift on my feet, cold and wet. Naruto looks mockingly dry. "Uchiha Sasuke."

Uzumaki Naruto is not in our class.

I haven't actually seen him all that much, to be honest, and when I do it's mostly in passing (usually when a family member of mine is dragging him to the police station, accompanied by loud declarations of false innocence courtesy of Uzumaki himself). I don't hear anything about him, and even though we've passed each other in the hallways, the most I've done is sidestep the guy when he trips over his own feet.

He looks just as stupid as I thought he would.

"That's great!" Naruto declares. "We should—hey, where are you going?"

"Home." Sasuke's glances at him over our shoulder. "It's nighttime. Where else would I be going?"

Naruto looks completely stumped by this question. "What happened to your face?" he asks instead, pointing at my cheekbone. A hand raises to it defensively, not exactly of my control, but not fully Sasuke's, either.

"I tripped," I say, delicately, turning fully towards Naruto on my heel. This is the thing about SasukeandKagami; we aren't fully certain how to be a boy. Sasuke knows, in that weird instinctive "well, I am in fact a male," way, but society didn't teach him and I refuse to be retaught. Short hair feels awkward; sleeping on my stomach is a new and exciting experience; I leave the bathroom breaks to reside purely in Sasuke's jurisdiction; the list goes on for a while. Still, when I tilt my face down at Naruto and ask, slowly, "Haven't you ever tripped before?" I don't expect him to look at me so strangely. It's like he's never seen a boy be so refined.

Look, this isn't my fault. Sasuke's gorgeous, you see. This body accommodates my behavior.

"Uh, uh, well—" Naruto makes a confused sound in the back of his throat. I sigh, dismissive.

"Goodbye, Uzumaki," I call behind me, half limply out of the area. My foot is so damn _cold…_

"B-bye! I'll see you around, okay?"

"Hopefully not," I say quietly, voice indistinct and low. My sock is covered in dirt and mud, and I'm leaving a trail of water behind me. _That boy's way more trouble than he's worth._

Sasuke laughs. "So are we," he says, and my mouth twists a little, a tiny little crease going over my upper lip before smoothing out.

"Good thing you have me," I agree. Good things don't come often for Uchiha Sasuke. He'd best be thankful for me. I am for him, for the company of a fluffy creature of my own making. I'm basically a guardian angel.

_Scratch the angel,_ Sasuke says distantly, _and maybe you've got it._

I blink, and for a second Sasuke and I are out of sync, one foot moving forward and one foot moving back. My foot slips into a puddle of what feels and looks like cat vomit. I can't smell it from up here, but I certainly feel a little bit nauseous. My sock is ruined. This is, of course, another thing that is entirely my fault. The Uchiha district is swarming with the vermin. I really should have noticed we'd crossed into Cat Territory, the first circle of hell within the Uchiha District.

One of the stray cats rubs against my leg, fluffy and adorable. It feels somehow both comforting and mocking, and I flick my foot up, flinging a hint of cat puke into it's grey, tan speckled face. The cat recoils, pawing at its own face in an attempt to remove the stuff from its whiskers.

See? What did I tell you? Being an Uchiha is a luckless and full time job that gives the gift of skill and then pushes you face first into cat puke. Luckily, not directly face first, but I very nearly tripped. It could have happened.

Sasuke delicately places our foot back on the ground, very firmly not in more biological waste. I wrinkle my nose, almost shivering. Chunks of what must have once been a kitty meal are stuck to my sock. What the actual hell are we feeding these creatures?

_No,_ I think firmly. _You will not fucking contemplate that._

At least the cats aren't an actual threat. I really doubt a cat could kill me.

Although it's probably a bad choice, considering what just transpired with our sock, SasukeandKagami look up into the sky as we continue picking our way to the cement sidewalk tempting out of reach. We watch the stars, feeling the brightness as they glance dismissively back at us. _I want to go home,_ Sasuke says, and I watch, transfixed, as one of the stars, a smaller one, barely visible over the buildings, seems to blur. In a blink, it's gone; a light goes out before I have the chance to say shit about it.

_Me too, buddy,_ I agree, stepping delicately onto the safe concrete. I let Sasuke keep walking, while I start making a mental list of just _how_ we can use this against Shisui. The Uchiha district is clean and dark, lit only by the lights barely visible from the inside of houses. The houses look normal pretty normal, with well kept gardens and strategically positioned wind chimes. It all looks and sounds alive enough. We're basically home already.

_I hope so,_ Sasuke agrees. _Kaa-san must be worried about us. We should get home soon, don't you think?_

I think vaguely of a girl with a face like a clock and a house painted the colors of livestock, a house that felt just as bleak. _Yeah,_ I agree. _We should definitely get home soon._

(This home is Sasuke's. It isn't mine.)

* * *

><p>AN: okay so this vaguely killed me, for some reason this was v tough  
>fic recs: <em>Uzumaki<em> by AlmostElectric, _Stealing Thunder_ by Enbi, and _Torpedo_ by Rikkudo. The theme for this chapter is genderbent fics, and these are all good ones of that kind  
>question two: do you think sasuke is kagami or otherwise?<p> 


End file.
